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At this point, I called out " Rama Bhatta."
The voices ceased and, like scurrying mice, three
or four of the young women got up and ran in. I
walked in to the company. They were all smil-
ing. I am an old man and may be forgiven some
freedom: I have never seen flowers to beat a
smile on the face of a woman young or old. It
should have struck the ladies as a strange coinci-
dence that I should have walked in just as they
were speaking of me. An old lady said to me,
" He is not at home/' meaning Rama Bhatta.
"Oh," I said: " I thought so from the noise the
girls were making."
I was really not as vexed as I pretended to
be. In fact, I was not vexed at all. Ratnamma
had organised the discussion to show the way in
which Ammayya disclosed the things she heard
and saw. Far from proving her inaccuracy, what
I had overheard showed that in substance her
reports were reliable. Besides, I felt really happy
that something I had done had provided matter
for discussion to our young women for an after-
noon and caused them so much harmless amuse-
ment. Indeed, I have always wished to think of
life in this way, It is for this reason I have told
you today of Rangappa's festival of lights. If it
has given you some little pleasure, I am very well
rewarded.